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" The scene on the bridge (at Galata) caught me at
once/9 writes another observer.1 "There was a sea of
men and women all cockaded in red and white, flowing
like a vast human tide from one side to the other. The
tradition of centuries seemed to have lost its effect. Men
and women in a common wave of enthusiasm moved on,
radiating something extraordinary, laughing, weeping
in such intense emotion that human deficiency and
ugliness were for the time completely obliterated. Before
each official building there was an enormous crowd
calling to the Minister to come out and take the oath of
allegiance to the new regime.

" As I drove along the Sublime Porte, the butchers
of Stambul were leaving its austere portals in their
white chemises. They also had come to get assurance from
the highest that their new joy was to be safeguarded,
and that they, the butchers, also were going to share in
the great task.

" In three days the whole Empire had caught the fever
of ecstasy. No one seemed clear about its meaning. The
news of the change had come from Salonika through
several young officers whose names were shouted as its
symbol.

" The motley rabble, the lowest pariahs, were going
about in a sublime emotion, with tears running down
their unwashed faces, the shopkeepers joining the
procession without any concern for their goods."

Throughout the Near East the age of Liberty was
ushered in with mass-rejoicings. In Salonika Enver Bey
drove in triumph to the Place de la Liberte escorted by a
regiment of artillery and two hundred decorated carriages.
After the band had played the Marseillaise (u Libertf,

1 Memoirs qfHalidt Edib, p. 258 e,t seg.